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habits and daily life were as regular as clock
work. I never heard him crack a joke or burst
out In open laughter.

Mrs. Bartlett, Mrs. Brown's mother, was of
a different makeup. She was always cheerful
A smile lighted up her features nearly all the
time and for everyone she had a kind and cheer-
ful word, while the sweet tone of her voice always
carried with It cheerfulness and good will. Her
genial temperament and her hospitality made
the parsonage a favorite resort to all the friends
and relatives of the family, who were quite
numerous. It was always a puzzle to me how
the old lady managed to make ends meet when
her husband's salary was not over $400 a year.
To be sure, the farm annually realized some-
thing, but Daniel, the youngest son, who was the
staff of the old couple, had to work hard to keep
up the prestige of the parsonage. It was in this
parsonage that I found a temporary home while
at school In Monson, and also in Yale.
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